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The Tragedy 

He is frfnkt vp to fatting for his paines, 

God par- Ion them that arc the caufe of it, 

Km. ^i'/rrtiiQUSantJ Chrifthn like conclutlon, 

Topny for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

Glo. So doe I eucr being w-,-11 aduifed. 

For had I cucft, now I had curit my feife. 

C«tf. Mado'am his M uefty doth call for you : 
a/fivl for your noble grace and you my Lord. 

Qji, Cut shy we come. Lords will you goe with vs. 

Kt. Maddam we will attend your grace. Exunt Mo. Glo, 
Glo. I doethce wrong, and firft began to braul. 

The fcerec mifehiefe that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the greevious charge of others : 
f/arexco, v/hotnc I indeede haue laid in darkenefle : 

I doe beweepe to many fimplegulls .* 

Namely toHaftings,Darby Buckingham, 

^nd fay it is the Queene,and h’er allies. 

That ftirre the K. againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeue me, and vvithnll wet me 
To bee reuenged one Risers , Vaughan fir aj. 

But then figb, and with a peece o! fcriptuic, 

Tel! them that God bids vs to doe good for cuill : 
find thus I cloatn my naked villany 
With old od ends, ftoien out of holy writ, 

-And feeme a S. when moll I play the diucll. 

B tit fofc hecre comes my executioners. Enter exeetit'mers. 
How now/ny hardly flout relolued mates, 

_^rc yea not going to difpatch this deed f 
• Exe. We are my Lord and come toluuethe warrant. 
That we may be admitted where he is* 

Glo. It was well thought vpon, I haue it hecre about me, 
When you haue done repaire to Crofby place : 

But firs, & fuddaine in the execution : 

Withall , obdurate .• doe not hcerehim plcade. 

For Clarens is well fpokcn,and perhaps 

May moouc vour hearts to pity if you marke him. 

Exo. Tufh.feare not, my Lord we will not ftantto prate, 

Talkers are no good doers be allured: 

Wc cqbw to Yfcour hands and not our tongues. 


"T”" ' ^Richard the Third, 

ru Your eves drop milftones,when fooleseics drop teares # 
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1 1 Enter £Urence Bro\enbtiry. 

Bro. Why lookes your Grace fo heauaiy to day ? 
da, O I haue paft a mifcrab'.e night. 

So full ofvgly fights, of gaftiy dreames : 

That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man , 

I would not fpend anothif fuch a night. 

Though t’were toby a world of happy dayes, 

Se full ofdjfmall . terrour was the time. ... 

Bro. What was your dreame ? I long to heare you tell it. 
CU Me thought I was imbarkt for burgundy, 

And in my company my brother Glocejler, 

Who from my cabben tempted me to walkc 
Vpon the hatches there he lookes toward England, 

And cited up a thoufand fcarcfull times, 

Duriug the warres of Yorke and Lane after, 

That had befallen vs : as we paft along, 

Vpon tbegiddy footing of the Hatches, 

M« thought that qltctfter ftnmbled and in Humbling 
Strooke me fthat thought to flay hitn)ouet boord 
Into the tumbling billowcs of the maine •• 

Lord, Lord , me thought what painc it was to drownc. 

What dredfuli noyfe ofwatcr in mine cates, 

What a fight of death within mine eyes : 

Me thought I fa w a thoufand fearcfull wrackes 
Ten thouland men that fillies gnawed vp®n, 

Wedges of gold, greate Anchors, heapes of pearls. 
Ineftimable (tones, vnvalucd iewels. 

Some lay in dead mensfculs, and in thofe holes 
Where eyes didonce inhabit, there were crept 
As ifit twere in fcornc of eyes, reflecting gems. 

Which wade the flimia bottome of the deepe, 

■And moke the dead bones that lay featertd by. 

Bro\, Had you fuch leafutein the time of death. 

To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe ? 

C/4.Mc thought I had : for ftill the enuious flood 
Kept in my foule,and would not let it foonh, 

Tokeepcchc empty ,v*ft, and w&ndring ayre, 
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